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pany were subscribing to a fund, his indignation broke
out in no unmeasured terms: "No collections in my com-
pany. Never. Return every cent. Pay all the bills and
charge them to my account." In this and other ways
his hand went continually into his pocket. He had a
curious diffidence about being thanked, he was embar-
rassed to the point of a brusqueness that was not always
understood.

He never expected the return of a loan, and, knowing
this, his servants sometimes made the most of it. There
was, however, one old valet, John Metzger, who, having
borrowed five dollars, presented himself before his master
one morning with a broad grin on his face and a somewhat
worn bill in the palm of his hand. Mansfield glanced at the
extended hand: "Dear me, what, on earth is that, John ?"

"You did me the honour," began the valet------.

"Do you expect me to take that filthy rag ? Ugh! It's
a nest of germs. Do you want to poison me ? Take it
away. Take it away! Burn it! Do anything you like
with it. But don't try to kill me with it."

To ail appearances he was furious, but John under-
stood the little comedy, and he shuffled away with thanks
in his heart which he dared not utter for the unutterable
kindness in his master's.

The next Monday, after closing the "Prince Karl"
tour, Mansfield opened with the Boston Museum com-
pany as the Baron Chevrial.    Four of Boston's leading
physicians, accompanied by Dr. Compton of Liverpool,
came on April 30 to investigate the scientific features of
the celebrated death scene, and in a paper to their medical
society they reported it a remarkably faithful study.   This
engagement at the Museum was a prelude to the new
play in preparation for some time and now quite ready.about the
